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PREFACE 


THE range of beauty in poetry is as broad as 
the range of melody in music and its subject- 
matter is as multiform as life. But appreci- 
ation cannot wholly escape the circumscription 
of traditional tendencies. An individual may 
not rise to the high crests of appreciation in a 
sea of fugues or sonatas because he is anchored 
to Marching Through Georgia. Simplicity 
in art is one of the greatest qualities of ex- 
cellence, and well-worn melodic forms are 
probably permanent because they are basic. 
But such forms must not be considered final: 
They are primary. They are syllables with ac- 
cepted connotations out of which the expressive 
genius of art is constantly creating new and ef- 
fective results by the process of scientific or 
accidental combination. 

Thus there is a continual widening of the 
range—a continuous cultivation of thought and 
feeling in regard to artistic expression. This 
is one of the most healthful facts of our edu- 
cational growth. So long as an art or a science 
is seeking new truth, new applications of truth, 
and new modes of expression it is virile and 


creative. 
(vii) 
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However, the alacrity with which certain 
restive minds seize upon any new thing and pro- 
claim it the apotheosis of genius has encouraged 
eccentricity in literature instead of deliberate 
self-guidance and honest emotional control. 
Hence, the reader has the problem of dis- 
tinguishing between the New which is the in- 
dividualized expression of contact with the 
constant and enduring elements of beauty and 
the New which may be the expression of nothing 
but a mind off duty, bead-strands of unsorted 
phrases, or a well-calculated series of shocks 
to the conventionally-minded. Writers who 
copy the form (or formlessness) but not the 
spirit of successful creators of new verse have 
tended greatly to discredit, in the eyes of a 
sensible public, the entire movement toward a 
so-called ‘‘New Poetry.”’ 

As a matter of fact, the term ‘‘New Poetry’’ 
is subject to misinterpretation. Much that we 
consider new in the art has simply been redis- 
covered. Many persons who are literary con- 
servatives in regard to modern poetic tenden- 
cies speak enthusiastically of the poetry of the 
Old Testament. In realty the ‘‘New Poetry’’ 
is as old as the imagination of man—because its 
elements are enduring. 


ONnk erroneous assumption which seems to be 
made by some writers is that new verse-groups 
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and the traditional stanza are irreconcilable. 
The quatrain and the couplet with their well- 
organized rhythmical schemes need not be dis- 
carded in order to prove oneself a liberal dis- 
ciple of change. All the psychological effects 
of accent and rhyme may easily find a place in 
the new poet’s creative efforts. Until writers 
are able to infuse old and familiar values into 
modern poetry and at the same time employ 
new imagery, fresh symbols, and modern 
thought-reactions to life without sacrificing en- 
tirely the simple and familiar forms, the aver- 
age reader will never admit ‘‘free verse’’ into 
his thinking as one of the connotations of 
‘“noetry’’ without some qualms of doubt. 

The reading public furnishes the poet two 
types of friendly critics. (Additional testimony 
desired!) Some say: ‘‘Beware the new school. 
Stick to the regular meter. That’s where you 
do your best.’’ Others say: ‘‘Whitmanize. You 
do best when you forget your measuring rods.”’ 
And the poet will probably jeopardize the good 
will of both groups by following the advice of 
both—and of neither, for he cannot belong to 
the new school without first belonging to the 
old and he cannot long manipulate the conven- 
tional cadences of verse without discovering 
new and interesting possibilities of form in- 
viting exploration. But these two types of 
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critics will gradually find more in common, for 
the conscientious reader of poetry who follows 
the development of the art with more than 
casual observation will achieve a larger under- 
standing and a recognition of the value of all 
forms of poetic expression. 


On the content side much recent poetry is 
weak. The following comment quoted from an 
editorial in a leading American newspaper is 
not unprovoked: ‘‘There ought to be more of 
a message and a lift to the soul; but tt rs quite 
evident that neither of these things has been 
contributed by the newest of the new in poetry.’’ 

Thought, after all, is the organizing factor 
of verse. It is the interpretative gesture of 
beauty-—-whether in a beautiful poem or a 
beautiful picture. The greatest store of beauty 
awaits the personality that responds intellectu- 
ally to the ewsthetic promptings of life. A 
stream of imagery in which appears no current 
of thought misses the enduring quality of art. 
Chaotic detail without purposive theme is too 
often a fair characterization of the productions 
of ‘‘poetic futurists’? and others whose normal 
inhibitions have been destroyed. 

The obvious response to make to the editor 
who wants a ‘‘lift to the soul”’ is that didactic- 
ism in art is one of the deadly sins. That is, 
it is the obvious response if one does not agree 
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with him. But in reality the editor was right: 
A ‘‘message”’ plus a ‘‘lift to the soul’’—thought 
plus feeling—that should be the inspiration pro- 
vided by the esthetic experiences of poetry. 
All real art will teach—‘‘obliquely,’’ of course, 
as Browning has it, in order to be truly ef- 
fective. The only teaching (in literature) which 
the experienced reader really resents is the 
overt type—the preachment—the coupon moral 
to be detached, perhaps memorized, and filed 
away with the ethical bromides of childhood. 
liven this must not be said with too great cer- 
tainty of the average reader. It is probable 
that the readers who enjoy the specific moral 
application of a poem are too numerous to be 
ignored. They want not only the interpretative 
gesture but the verbal translation syllable by 
syllable. Such readers inhabit a plane of rel- 
atively low appreciation—but it 7s a plane of 
appreciation, and certain poems by highly rep- 
utable authors belong there by virtue of the 
fact that that is the level at which they gain 
their audience. But the thought element—the 
‘“message’’—need not be objectionably obvious. 
It may be subtle, indirect, secondary, properly 
subordinated to preserve the normal perspec- 
tive of the subject-matter. But it must not 
suffer neglect in the enthusiasm for other poetic 
qualities. 


xii PREFACE 


The fact that there is a tendency to minimize 
content may account for the relatively small 
public which poetry commands. Mechanical 
rhythm and vivid imagery will not perpetuate 
poetry. Cold beauty is not enough. The lght 
and warmth of thought and feeling are needed. 


Tus volume of poems grew out of the possi- 
bilities of poetic treatment suggested by certain 
Biblical excerpts. In no case is the poem in- 
tended as a development of the text. It is a 
treatment of the poetical implications of the 
text. The excerpt is included* simply as an 
acknowledgment of the origin of the poem—not 
necessarily as an accurate index of its theme. 


Sly AE lle 
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*In some instances the text is quoted with certain modifica- 
tion or abridgment. 
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PRIMUS 


In the beginning God. .. . 
—GENESIS 1:1. 


On tts pendulum-journey my mind swings out 
To the open spaces of fear and doubt: 
Exploring the arc of thought, it returns, 
Radws-bound, to the God it discerns. 


I tread the temple’s flagstones 
To Learning’s open door 
And stand before the altars of the mind. 
Mysteries of men and things 
Every science-seeker brings— 
Mysteries of man and tree and clod. 
By the knowledge-fires that burn 
Sits the gold-and-ashes urn: 
The mystery of life has been refined. 
But the letters round its base 
Even fires cannot erase: 
“In the beginning—God. ser 
I drink cool draughts of reason 
From the basin of a rock— 
A spring that satisfies the mind athirst. 
The desert dread no more I know 
While here the knowledge fountains flow— 
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Waters charmed by reason’s magic rod. 
Thirsty science-seekers flock 
To the waters of the rock 

Vexed to know the genesis of First: 
Lo, about its streaming base 
Letters floods cannot efface— 

““In the begimning—God. . .’’! 


I walk the ways of battle; 

I am captained by the mind 

Against the mystery-armored facts of life. 
Excalibur was not more bright 
Than the sword with which I fight 

And stretch the stubborn riddles on the sod— 
Till at last the How and Whence 
With impassable defense 

Hold the field, unconquered in the strife: 
The legend which their banners bear 
Fires nor floods nor swords impair: 

“In the beginning—God. . .”’ 


On its pendulum-journey my mind swings out 
To the open spaces of fear and doubt: 
Exploring the arc of thought, rt returns, 
Radius-bound, to the God it discerns. 
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THE FLAMING SWORD 


He placed at the east of the garden a flaming sword. 
—GENESIS 3:24. 


A sworp at the east of the garden set 

Aeons of ages agone! 

And there we can see it gleaming yet, 

While the God-made gardeners frown and fret, 
And vex their minds with a vain regret 

That the way through the garden leads on 
O’er a west-wending track 

That turneth not back 

Into the fire-guarded dawn 

Where the flaming sword is drawn. 


Dawn! Dawn! 

Where the nebular world 

On its journey hurled 

To its new-found orbit clings 

And the sun-circling earth 

In its hour of birth 

With the chorusing stars the secret sings 

Of the Great Beginning: the Vast First Things! 


But life is a circle: the soul runs true 
And after the night will its youth renew. 
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So out through the shadows, on and on, 

We shall follow the path to the second dawn, 
Where, new-clad spirits, we shall stand 

On the verge of the Unexplored, 

The torch of knowledge in our hand, 

And baffle the Flaming Sword! 


RW DCA ES 


THE BUILDERS 


Let us build a city whose top may reach into heaven. 
—GENESIS 11:4. 


“Tet us build! Let us build!’’ 

They said; and ’twas willed 

That a tower to heaven should rise: 
So with mortar and oak 

And strong hammer stroke 

The columns climbed up to the skies. 


‘‘Let us build! Let us build!’’ 

Their eager hearts thrilled: 

And they thought of their city of dreams 
As they measured and spanned, 

As they pondered and planned, 

As they mortised and matched their beams. 


‘‘Let us build! Let us build!’’ 

So deep was instilled 

Their penchant for sky-rending towers 
That they gave not a thought 

To the distance—nor aught 

But the passion of passing hours. 


‘Let us build! Let us build!’’ 
But their clamor is stilled. 
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Confusion their handiwork mars— 
For there’s never a doubt 

That men will fall out 

When seeking a way to the stars! 


‘“‘Let us build! Let us build!’’ 
But their mouths became filled 
With jargonings strange and wild, 
And each did to each 

A new heresy preach— 

And all were unreconciled. 


‘“‘Let us build! Let us build!’’ 

Yes. But let us not gild 

Our dreams with such glaring conceit 
That we strain for the sun 

When there’s more to be done 

With the earth that is under our feet. 
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DUST AND STARS 


As the dust of the earth. 
—GENESIS 13:16. 
As the stars of heaven. 
—GENESIS 15:5. 


‘‘THy children as the dust shall be,’’ 
The patriarch was told. 

O look upon our frailty: 
Our earthiness behold! 


The wind that sweeps the highway broad 
Is passion’s whirling gust: 

The laughing gods of fate applaud 
Hach swirl of human dust. 


And when is swept into the night 
The dust of you and me, 

Will the epitaph which God must write 
But ‘‘Dust and ashes’’ be? 


“Try children as the stars . . .’’ Behold! 
Lift up thine eyes and see! 

What store of precious gems or gold 
Can match their brilliiancy? 
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‘“‘Thy children as the stars of heaven!’’ 
Let dust and ashes lie! 

Orion and the singing seven 
Are dwellers in the sky! 


For God shall make our death a birth 
(As morning grows from night) 

And write, instead of ‘‘ Dust of earth,’’ 
““My singing stars of light.’’ 
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HAGAR 


The Lord hath heard thy affliction. 
—GENESIS 16:11. 


Thine affliction 1s heard! So runs the Word. 
But the world in its pain groans on; 
Humanity cries — with hungering eyes 
And faces pinched and drawn! 


Thine affliction 1s heard! Is the answer de- 
ferred? 
Is the hand of the Mighty grown weak? 
On every dark street set the print of Thy feet 
And to modern Hagars speak! 


10 


TE eS 


FORWARD 


And when Lot lingered the angels laid hold 
upon his hand and brought him forth. 


—GENESIS 19:16. 


THoucH toward the goal my face is set 
My heart doth backward yearn: 

The things I lost I can’t forget; 

With mourning tears my face is wet, 
And through them I discern 

The ghosts of things that nod and turn 
And beckon me. O let 

Me not the calling Future spurn 

And deck the dead Past’s burial urn 
With garlands of regret. 


With faith and courage all but gone 
Reluctantly I stand. 

O touch my hand and lead me on 

Unto the archway of the dawn 
By which the goal is spanned; 

In gentle guidance stretch Thy hand, 
And then, though chasms yawn, 

I’ll turn my face to Zoar’s land 

And forward press at Thy command 
With courage Heaven-drawn. 
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NIGHT ROADS 


He tarried all night because the sun was set. . . . 
—GENESIS 28:11. 


Ler me not turn my steps aside 
Or tarry on the way 

Though dusks of disappointment hide 
The fast-declining day. 


’Tis safe and easy on the path 
To travel with the sun, 

But he who braves the shadows hath 
The half his guerdon won. 


O Lord, but dimly I can see: 
No lights the highway mark! 

Yet, teach me how to trust to Thee 
And travel in the dark. 


TEXIS 


THE DREAM AND THE DREAMER 


Behold, this dreamer cometh. Come now 

therefore, let us slay him . . . and we 

shall see what will become of his dreams. 
—GENESIS 37:19, 20. 


‘“Coms, let us slay him—this dreamer! 
Why should we bow to his will? 

What business have we with his visions? 
Naught can they work us but ill. 


‘‘Behold, where he cometh—this dreamer! 
What dream will he tell us to-day? 

We shall see what becomes of his dreaming 
When the dreamer is out of the way!’’ 


So speaketh the world of its Teachers— 
As the shepherds at Dothan then— 
And thus it will speak forever 
Of its sages and supermen. 


Thousands have fallen as martyrs,— 
And lo! there are martyrs yet! 
For they are but earthen brasiers 
In whom a fire is set. 
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And though the holder be shattered, 
The fire shall flame again 

And burn with doubled brightness 
In the hearts of other men. 


Kill the vision? Never! 
The vindictive spear is hurled— 

But blood from the side of the Martyr 
Flows into the heart of the world. 
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DREAM TRAFFIC 


Iam Joseph, . . . whom ye sold. 
—GENESIS 45:4. 


Srrippep of its gorgeous raiment, 
Down the ways it went— 

My spirit sold as chattel, 
My dream in bondage sent. 


Then came the years of famine: 
But it needed more (alack!) 
Than clinking silver pieces 
To lure the young dream back. 


Wearing robes of purple 
Donned by a stranger’s hand, 

It rules an Egypt’s plenty 
With beckoning command. 


I am a paltry trader: 
Heaven for earth I changed: 
And now behold me standing 
Before my dream—estranged. 


I kneel to do it honor; 
I drink its saving wine; 
But my heart is myrrh and ashes: 
The glory is not mine. 
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THE MOUNTAIN 


He came to the mountain of God. 
—Exopus 3:1. 


Across the earth-wide desert 
The science-seekers plod, 
Fogged in their dust of knowledge, 
Till they come to the mountain of God. 


We fathom the night and morning, 
The zones of the zodiac span— 

Explaining, expounding, exposing 
The How of the Infinite Plan. 


We follow the course of existence 
Back from the genus man 

To the protoplasmic unit 
With which the race began. 


We tame the power of lightning, 
And distance set at naught, 
Till ‘‘space-annihilation’’ 
Ig the boast of human thought. 


We vie with the birds of heaven 
Or walk the ocean bed, 

But the mind is ever marching 
To a goal that is yet ahead. 
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We master our own psychosis, 
And the laws of life control; 

And our sagest metaphysician 
Will all but explain the soul. 


Yes, man was made to master— 
And his mind cries out for more: 

Then turn to the Great Beginning 
And tell what came before. 


Across the earth-wide desert 
The science-seekers plod, 
Fogged in their dust of knowledge, 
Till they come to the mountain of God. 
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THE! PRICK OF HUMAN PROGRESS 
It had been better for us to serve the Hgyptian 
than that we should die in the wilderness. 

—Exopus 14:12. 


‘‘ "Twrre better to serve the Egyptian than die 
in the wilderness.”’ 

But the way through the earth will be blazed by 
the ones who can stand the stress. 

If every reformer who felt the urge of a mighty 
cause 

Had turned, when the untamed, trackless 
wilderness opened its jaws, 

And said: ‘‘The old, be it ever so false, was 
better than this, 

For there in the beaten paths of years one can- 
not go amiss. 

Yes, better subjection to imperfect dogmas im- 
posed in our youth 

Than mark a wider circle toward the environs 
of Truths? 

Then, the world had slept in darkness till the 
cataclysmic hour 

When the atoms groan together ’neath the heel 
of Cosmic Power— 

In darkness unredeemed by light, and maw- 
crammed Man, who fain 
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Would progress make but would not pay the 
purchase price of gain, 

Had still been toiling o’er his tale of brick— 
without the straw, 

A coward crouching ’neath the lash of old 
EKgyptian law. 

There’s a call to manly courage: and unless 
your soul is dead, 

You will blaze a way to Canaan and bedew the 
path with red. 
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THE ROD AND THE ROCK 


And with his rod he smote the rock . . . 
and the water came out. . . . 
—NvuMBERS 20:11. 
And they thirsted not when he led them 
through the deserts. . . . 
—ISAIAH 48:21. 


Tue students of life through the deserts go: 
O’er their sands of strife no waters flow, 
Till a leader more than common wise 

The rod to the barren rock applies: 

A fountain floods the sand-paths hot 

And the knowledge-seeker thirsteth not. 


But the water had lain in its rocky hold, 
And of parched-throat pain had the pilgrims 
told, 
And the journey had been in vain, 
If the faith and force of a leader bold 
Had never discovered the currents cold 
That the rocks and the sands contain. 


Out of our hearts our hearts we give 

To the teachers who taught us to drink and live, 
Who smote the rocks by the desert trail 

And opened the fountains that never fail. 
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Not so to the teachers who march us by 
Over rocks and sands that are desert-dry, 
To whom a fact is a grain of sand 

And truth a stretch of desert land. 


Give us a seer who can comprehend 

That a fact is a means and not an end, 

That truth is a stream to be unsealed, 

A spring in the desert to be revealed. 

And those who follow shall not be athirst: 

By the side of their path the fountain shall 
burst. 

We pray from our deserts of knowledge that 
God 


May give us more leaders who carry the rod. 
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THE SALVATION OF RAHAB 
An Ipyt or Evin AND Goop 


And she bound the scarlet line in the window. 
—JOSHUA 2:21. 


ARTELIA Means of Rappahoe 

Was not the first who learned to know 

The scarlet shafts of light that lhe 

Across a passion-checkered sky. 

Artelia was not vain nor proud: 

She thought free thoughts—and thought aloud. 
Impulses wild and strangely good 

Were mingled in her maidenhood. 

She thanked the Lord for what he gave— 
And was to every gift a slave. 

She probed the quicksands far from shore. 
But read: The story tells you more. 


To Rappahoe came Linn Ballou 

And stayed the spring and summer through. 
He didn’t think, he didn’t work— 

But leeched along as soda clerk. 

Upon his own conceit he fed 

And drifted where his passions led. 


Cordelia was a sister fair 

Of ’Telia Means. She had her share 
Of beauty—but the Lord denied 

A, mind with judgment sanctified. 
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She relished life but gave no thought 
To how the good of life is bought. 
And so—Cordelia’s soul was lost 
Before the monumental cost 

Of waywardness was understood 
And evil recognized from good. 

So much of life’s outthrusting truth 
Escapes the eye of dazzled youth! 


Artelia was a girl so fair 

That Vision copied eyes and hair 

And applebloom of curving cheek 

To haunt each lover’s dreaming-week. 
But, stirred by sudden sympathy, 

Her weakness was her charity. 

She brought an impulse-quickened mind 
To every task her heart could find, 

And if she sinned the task to do 

She held that pardon was her due. 


Artelia watched with sudden fright 
The passion-fires of danger light 
Behind Cordelia’s iris eyes 

And planned the rescue, sister-wise. 
“TI tell you, Cordy,—no offense— 
That Linn Ballou is all pretense. 
He’s false in every word he says: 
In love he ought to wear a fez 
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And live in Bey or old Bagdad 
Where lovely harems may be had.’’ 
Cordelia showed a hurt surprise 
And sudden anger in her eyes 

But in that instant pain and doubt 
Had driven love’s assurance out. 


To serve the gods of terpsichore 
Light-hearted youth sought Barton’s store, 
Where every festive Friday night 
Beheld the social neophyte. 

Artelia, Linn had looked upon 

As unapproachable as dawn, 

But suddenly at Barton’s dance 
She grew responsive to his glance 
And tantalized the social leech 

With beauty, smiling,—out of reach, 
Until the freedom she allowed 
Became the gossip of the crowd, 
Who flaunt, as magnified offense, 
The waywardness of innocence. 


The days went by and gossip grew, 
Accepting false reports as true. 

At last the pious Deacon Snow, 

The moral prop of Rappahoe, 
Began to pray for ‘‘fallen maids,’’ 
“¢ Adulterers,’’ and ‘‘renegades.”’ 
Cordelia wore a troubled frown. 
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Artelia smiled and left the town— 
Believed that nothing which would serve 
Cordelia’s virtue to preserve 

Could swell her calendar of sins— 

That wrong leaves off where right begins. 
So, fondly, she believed that naught 

Had been defiled—but public thought. 
She held, as doctrine firm and sure, 

That ‘‘to the pure all things are pure.’’ 


But disillusion came too late 

To save Cordelia from her fate. 

‘‘Your mother, broken down with grief, 
Has turned to us to seek relief. 

You know, of course, that awful shame 
Has come upon your sister’s name. 
Cordelia, moved by holy fear, 

Has left her child, and mother, here. 
The church cannot be troubled now: 
We have our missions to endow. 

Your sister’s child should be your charge: 
The Lord give grace in measure large.”’ 


Thus wrote the pious Deacon Snow, 
The moral prop of Rappahoe, 

For when the duty-spectres rise 
Before the scandal monger’s eyes 
The craven for assistance cries 

To those he helped to ostracize 
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And so, the victim of their lies 
Returned to them in servant’s guise 
And tender loving kindness used 

In doing duties they refused. 


The infant Artie, from the start, 
Monopolized Artelia’s heart. 

She yielded with his first caress, 
Surrendered to his helplessness, 
And in the letters of his name 
Read full forgiveness of all blame. 
Along the path of love she went 
And found, in sacrifice, content. 


But all in vain Artelia tried 

To stem the ever rising tide 

Of needs that would not be denied 

And keep the semblance of her pride. 

No kindly thought had Rappahoe, 

No charity in other’s woe. 

The more her need, the less regard 

Her neighbors had, for they were hard— 
Hard as the priests who used to go 
Along the road to Jericho. 


And so, Artelia turned for aid 

Into the trodden ways of trade 
And sought the free but fabled ease 
Of cities’ opportunities. 
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Her hands knew every type of work 
From kitchen maid to ribbon clerk: 
But disappointment swayed the rod 

In every troubled path she trod 

And filled her soul with dust of steel 
That ground from life’s revolving wheel. 


The world prefers a string of lies 
About the meteoric rise 

Of Beauty in distress above 

The cruelty of life (with love 

And sprays of orange blossoms sweet 
To make the romance quite complete) 
To sable truth that bares its face 

And points society’s disgrace. 

But that insistent finger writes 

The solemn lines that fate indites, 
While Life anoints the shepherd years 
From urns of unredeeméd tears. 


At last the hand of heavy need, 
Destroyer of many a creed, 

Reached out and touched Artelia’s heart 
And wrenched its portals wide apart . 
And then the tongue of Arthur Brent 
Supplied the fatal argument. 

A watchful spider in his lair, 

He read the record of despair 
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That life had written in her eyes 

And knew her innocence a prize 

That only golden threads could snare— 
Like webs of Aphrodite’s hair— 

And every thread must anchor find 

In charity of heart and mind. 


‘‘Your every need shall be supplied 
And nothing that you ask, denied— 
For everything that comfort lends 

Is bought with gold. All life depends 
On satisfying primal needs 

Through wealth we garner from our deeds. 
Let love dictate your sacrifice, 

And learn to pay the world’s old price 
For women’s luxury and ease— 

The apple under Eden’s trees. 
Exchange a prudish innocence 

And attitude of chilled offense 

For eyes that see the final facts 

And love that learns what life exacts.’’ 


Such poison-drops of sentiment 

Fell from the tongue of Arthur Brent. 
To no oceasion was he blind 

To promise-drug her weary mind. 

Her shame at first stopped up her ears 
And virtue cloaked itself in fears. 

But brain was dulled with too much care, 
And eyes were wide in tired despair 
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At last a fatal message came 

That swayed the balance pan of shame: 
The ones she loved were destitute 
Though love played long upon its lute, 
The spendthrift life no silver cast 

Into the cup it swaggered past. 

So, falling prone across the path, 
Artelia cried, ‘‘7'o him that hath! 

All save my love I here give up. 

O Life, let gold fall in my cup.”’ 


* a %* * 


In a great hotel, the sisters met, 

Together thrown by the toss of the net. 

They greeted in a mute embrace. 

Each read the truth of deep disgrace 

In the other’s eyes. Their souls were bare 

And the steel-stout web of the spider’s lair 

Had drawn so deep that the spirit bled 

And the wounds were seamed with a scarlet 
thread. 

The kites of life were scandal-fed: 

They passed with knowing, nodding head, 

While life stood by with mocking mien 

And drew aside its gaberdine 


Here in a glaring, great hotel 
(A gripping tentacle of hell) 
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The curtain falls . . . Let tongues defame 
But only God shall fix the blame. 


As Rahab’s thread of long ago 
Salvation wrought, so none can know 
The full forgiveness for a sin 
Artelia’s depth of love may win. 

Her window bears the scarlet line— 
And life looks on with pious whine 
About disgrace and ‘‘social crime’’ 
And ‘‘wanton women of our time,”’’ 
While Linn Ballous and Arthur Brents 
Maintain respected residence. 


Salvation is a work of God’s 
Outreaching human judgment rods: 

No one in circumscribing sins 

Can draw the line where good begins— 
For mercy sways the balance beam 

And sins grow less than what they seem. 
Artelia’s Arbiter divine 

Regarded Rahab’s scarlet line 


If compensation works its ends, 
The guerdon good with evil blends. 
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THE ASTRAL ARMY 


PRE*StOrs “ss fOUGhE a 
—JUDGES 5:20. 


Tue stars go by in great platoons, 
Orion at their head 

And marshalled by the militant, 
The pagan star of red. 


Caparisoned in uniform, 
Arrayed against the night, 

They march across in grand parade, 
‘Hach with a lance of light. 


About the pivot-star they swing, 
Each astral group in place, 

While the pickets of the sky patrol 
The dusky rims of space. 


At last upon the hills of dawn 
The feet of victory glow: 

And then into the tents of day 
The constellations go. 


Invincible the starry might 
Of heaven’s home brigades! 

And woe to the warrior battle-pressed 
Whose foe the star-host aids! 
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For in every fight the cause of right 
Shall the arméd stars enlist; 

And a battle, begun, is already won 
For those whom the stars assist. 
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THE MANTLE OF CHRIST 


He took up also the mantle of Elijah. 
—IT Kinas 2:13. 


We have wept too long for Elijah: 
Take up his mantle and go 
Across the river Jordan 
Back to Jericho. 
Wide are the waters of Jordan, 
And fears your faith will attack, 
But for those who take up the mantle 
The waves of Jordan roll back. 


Over at Jericho city 
Throngs of humanity live. 
They are drinking of bitter waters: 
They are waiting for you to give 
The secrets of better living, 
The cure for sin and strife: 
Go—wearing the mantle of service— 
And sweeten the waters of life. 


Go visit the widows and orphans 
And carry them poverty’s cure, 

For that is the soul of religion 
Undefiled and pure; 

Go teach the world the lesson 
Of wise and honest toil— 
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And God, in the cruse of the widow, 
Shall multiply the oil. 


Yes, you are wearing the mantle 
And bearing the name of Christ. 
You have sung, you have prayed, you have 
given— 
Did you think that that sufficed? 
Karth’s children await the power 
Of a prophet’s quickening rod: 
The world, like the Shunammite woman, 
Ts calling for men of God. 
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THE MEADOWS GREEN 


Let the fields rejoice. 
—I CHRONICLES 16:32. 


Tur meadows green are laughing: 
Their eyes of dancing dew 

Beckon toward the meadow’s lips 
The kiss of heaven’s blue. 


The gardens shout in color: 
The morning glory blows 

Its tiny trumpets at the door 
Of late-awaking rose. 


The noon-day fields are laughing, 
All their faces smiling up: 

They drink the warming wines of life 
From every sunbeam cup. 


The gardens hum with gladness: 
The honey bee’s sweet fare 

Is fruit of life’s and love’s delight 
In the heart of flowers there. 


The fields are all rejoicing: 
The dusk of evening drapes 

About the garden poplar trees 
Their dark-spun opera capes: 
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The orchestra of heaven 

Just beyond the listening trees 
Plays in perfect measure 

God’s greatest symphonies. 
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THEH GATES OF THE 
TEMPLE 
(To THE WORSHIPPERS OF NATURE, IN ITS UNIVERSAL SENSE.) 


The doors of the house of the temple were of gold. . . . 
—ITI CHRONICLES 4:22. 


Tue gates of God’s great temple 
Of gold and of silver are— 

Of gold that is mined from the morning, 
Of silver that garments a star. 


And they that would enter to worship 
Must pass through those gates of light, 
The portals of gold and silver, 
The doors of day and night. 


For beyond them lies the altar 
Of Beauty, the urge of youth, 

Where the fires that burn are the changing 
And soul-fanned fires of Truth. 


The welcoming gates of the temple 
Stand wide to the spirits of worth, 

The gates of the night and the morning 
That swing on the hinges of earth. 
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GRIEF 


Everyone shall know his own grief. 
—II Curonicires 6:29. 


‘“Wuat is grief? I do not know. 
Where do its bitter waters flow?’’ 
Then a child of three 
Who played with me 
Spread out her wings one day to go. 


‘“‘What is grief? I cannot tell; 
I only know where its shadow fell.’’ 
Then Mother’s smile 
Shone out awhile 
To sweeten her lips in their last farewell. 


‘“What is grief? Must I yet be told 
What dregs of death the cup doth hold?’’ 
Then an only child 
Looked up and smiled— 
But the kiss of love on his brow was cold. 


‘‘What is grief? JI shall ask it o’er, 

For surely the cup contains no more!”’ 
And then the wife 
Who had brought me her life 

Went out.—And grief came in at the door. 
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ROPES OF DUST 


We are bondmen. 
—EHzRA 9:9. 


My soul is a wonderful, struggling thing, 
Caught in a carnal net. 

The pink clay cumbers its iris wings, 

And strong cords press like ankle rings— 
But my soul is stronger yet. 


Not ever shall corporate things of the ground 
Trammel the bright-winged soul: 
It shall rise, like light new-born, unbound, 
With clay-free wings, from a _ grave-yard 
mound— 
For freedom is its goal. 
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BROKEN WALLS 


The wall of Jerusalem is broken down. 
—NEHEMIAH 1:3. 


Tue strength that once was our defense may yet 
our weakness be; 

The future years will find the flaws the present 
cannot see. 

A thousand things we build in faith and live to 
mourn their fall, 

For each Jerusalem outlasts its man-con- 
structed wall. 

We hedge our narrow lives about with dogma, 
doctrine, creed, 

For they, like walls that cities build, are found 
to serve a need. 

The walls about Jerusalem could keep the 
stranger out, 

And creeds may shield the shrinking soul from 
piercing winds of doubt. 

The race survives its theories: they crumble 
with the years, 

And the objects of our faith and pride turn the 
objects of our tears. 

But then with tools and weapons new we bend 
our mental skill 

To the task of building newer walls the newer 
needs to fill. 
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THE KING’S CUPBEARER 


For I was the King’s cupbearer. 
—NeEHEMIAH 1:11. 


Wirs brimming liquid bright 
I filled the waiting cup; 

But, crouching at my right, 
Misery begged a sup. 


Fleet of foot I sped, 
After the beggar drank, 
When lo! upon a bed 
Sickness, fainting, sank. 


Compassion whispered, ‘‘Save! 
And Heaven grant thee grace.’’ 
So from the cup I gave 
To cool the fevered face. 


Then Poverty, Want, and Care 
I passed in a hut, age-brown, 
And upon their table bare 
I set the goblet down. 


At length before the king 
I stood with empty hand 
And said, ‘‘My Lord, I bring 
No cup at Thy command.’’ 


TEXTS 


Then, as I begged reprieve, 
‘¢Drink,’’ He said, ‘‘and live, 
For the merciful receive 
The mercy that they give. 


My thirst is satisfied ; 

Drink. It is my command.’’ 
And, looking up, I spied 

The goblet in His hand. 
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THE VICTOR 


Our God shall fight for us. 
—NEHEMIAH 4:20. 


‘‘Our God shall fight for us!’’ 
But not from the cannon’s mouth, 
And not in sword and fire 

And fumes and flame. 

The God of the North is the same 
As the God of the South 

And the East and the West: 

He does not enlist at a king’s behest, 
Nor kindle the funeral pyre 

Of a nation, 

And thus (divided within) aspire 
To self-annihilation. 


‘‘Our God shall fight for us!’’ 

But the wine that flows from war and twined 
hearts, rent,— 

That crimson wine— 

Was never crushed out by a hand divine 

Like the wine of the sacrament, 

For every drop is a tear 

And every cup is woe, 

And the world sinks down in fear 

Where the crimson rivers flow: 

But the hand that drenched the wine-drunk sod 

Was the hand of man—and not of God. 
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‘Our God shall fight for us!’’ 

And fight with invincible strength. 

He is not within 

The battle’s din: 

But a sword is in his hand 

Which he stretches above the land— 
The sword of truth that must at length 
All battles win. 
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HEART-FIRES 


The stars are not pure in his sight. 
—JOoB 25:5. 


In a shaft of light 

That, silver-white, 

Lay like a scar 

On the breast of Night 
Trembled the frail, 
Prostrate, and pale, 
Quivering soul of a star. 


What spark of desire 

Set burning the fire 

In the hearts of the high 
And heavenly choir 
Whose lustre is shed 

On this tomb of the dead 
And on beings born to die? 


Came the voice of a star 

From its station afar, 

And its answer was this: 

‘Though earth’s lips mar, 

The fires will burn 

And our hearts still yearn 

For the earth-cooling, star-staining kiss. 
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‘‘Though a little less 

In your holy dress, 

Much greater your plight 

Than a star’s duress: 

So look upward and think 

When earthward you sink, 

‘The stars are not pure in His sight!’ ”’ 
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THE PRICE OF WISDOM 


Man knoweth not the price of wisdom. 
—Jop 28:13. 


THe Soul of Wisdom spoke to me: 

‘‘T dwell in the solitude, 
And he who would roam the wastes with me 
Must fling his garment into the sea 

And travel the desert nude. 


‘¢And the heat of the sun shall make him wise 
And the torturing sands shall teach 

Where the untrod road to learning lies; 

And many a truth he’ll come to prize 
Ere he the temple reach. 


‘‘T dwell in the solitude indeed: 
Sahara knows my tread, 

But into the forests oft I lead 

And there the hungry pilgrim feed 
On the hermit’s holy bread. 


‘In the solitudes! Yet the city street 
Is a solitude for me, 
For I mark my course with a true conceit 
And I count the shuffle of thronging feet 
But the surge of a human sea. 
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‘‘But the pilgrims are many who never see 
The print of my feet, nor know 
The touch of my hand, and can never be 
Thrilled with my voice that would make them 
free 
To travel the way I go. 


‘‘Wor the price, the price that they all must pay 
In these schools of solitude, 
Is to fling the old garment of creeds away, 
Face the toil and the heat and the pain of the 
day, 
And travel the desert nude.’’ 
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THE UNIVERSAL LANGUAGE 


God speaketh . . . yet man perceiweth not. 
—Jop 33:14. 


Hz signaled me His message 
In the dip of a shooting star; 

In the dark of the dawn and the evening 
His flaming guide-posts are. 


With a language universal 
The sky is over-penned; 
All eyes may see the writing 
But the heart must comprehend. 


He whispered me His message 
In the sigh of a falling leaf, 

In the moan of the barren branches 
Bowed in their parent-grief. 


My heart hath learned the lessons 
That le in the lily-beds— 

The truths o’er which the hhes 
So knowingly nod their heads. 


A language universal 
In flower and leaf and tree: 
But ears there are that hear not 
And eyes that do not see! 
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He sang unto me His message 
In the wavelet’s passing bliss, 
As it crushed itself forever 
On the sands it sought to kiss; 


And I thrilled at the great crescendo 
Which the lips of the cataract 

Sang to the listening mountains 
Who shouted the echo back. 


A language universal 
At sea or on the land: 
The ear may hear its music 
But the heart must understand! 


Must breath and bread and barter 
Make up life’s total sum? 

The starlight lifts no eyelash 
And the wind and wave are dumb. 


For the gangways of the spirit 
Are thronging thick with les, 

And we walk the decks of duty 
With clay upon our eyes. 


In a language universal— 
But a language long forgot— 
Come the messages eternal, 
And man perceiveth not. 
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SIMILITUDE 


He shall be like a tree. 
—PSsALMS 1:3. 


Tuy leaves are a whispered prayer; 
Thy roots are the faith I share. 


Thy trunk so straight is the strength 
That grows from my faith at length. 


Thy branches that shield from the sun 
Are deeds of service done. 


And the beauty of thy dress 
Is the fairest righteousness. 
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PRAYER-LIGHT 
In thy light shall we see light. 
—PsALMS 36:9. 
Thy word is a lamp. 
—Psatms 119:105. 


Tuy word is a lamp; and the oil that it burns 
Flows from the wells of the sky: 

And my soul, like an air-cleaving comet, returns, 
Parched, to the source of supply. 


In the orbit of prayer I circle through years 
Flickering faint in the damp 

Of a world whose dew is the dew of tears— 
A Heaven-lit, Heaven-sent lamp! 


I take my way through the dark to dawn; 
My new-stored light I shed; 

And I touch new stars as I circle on: 
For my soul is a lamp—star-fed. 


My prayer-fast soul swings back to Thee: 
Thou art the source of light: 

And the are of my orbit in earth shall be 
Like a fire-thread through the night. 


For Thou art the Center: Creation, Thy Word: 
Each wonder, a work of Thine: 

And all I have seen or felt or heard 
Teaches my soul to shine! 
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HOLY WAR! 


The Lord of Hosts is with us. 
—PsaLMs 46:1]. 


“Tie Lord of Hosts is with us— 
With His people!’’— 

And flashing down the road 

The country’s youth go, uniformed, 
Carrying sword and gun. 


‘“‘The Lord of Hosts is with us,’’ 

Sang the steeple 

From its iron-throated bells 

As the surging masses flowed 

Against the streets and highways of the land 
To watch the flash of sabres in the sun. 


‘The Lord of Hosts is with us,’’ 
Shout the swarming millions 

Of the hostile foreign shore 

As their transports huge embark 
Carrying the food of battle 

To the feeding ground of Mars. 


‘“‘The Lord of Hosts is with us,’’ 
Boom the guns as shining billions 
From the coffers of the nation 
Drop into the chasm dark, 


PETS 53 


From whose voleanic mouth reissues 
Battle-smoke to hide the stars. 


“<The Lord of Hosts is with us,’’ 
Shrieks the shrapnel from the shell 
As it flays the flesh of foemen 
From their bones 

And taps the well of life-blood 

Of a hundred mothers’ sons. 


‘““The Lord of Hosts is with us!’’ 

Though the great cathedral bell 

Such watchword to the people may proclaim 
In priestly tones, 

’Tis a Christian le for heathen 

In the terror of the guns. 


““The Lord of Hosts is with us!”’ 

"Tis a dictum deep from hell 

And lent to midget monarchs of the world 
To bolster thrones: 

No God of Love will ever dwell 

Where a river of carnage runs. 


“‘The Lord of Hosts is with us!’’ 
O, quickly come the day 

When the mighty voice of nations 
In lasting peace shall say, 

““The God of Love is with us, 
For war has passed away.”’ 
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THE CRY OF CONSERVATISM 


Turn us again, O God. 
—Psatms 80:7. 


‘“‘Turn us again, O God, 

To the paths our fathers trod,”’ 

Is the ery of the zealous bard 
Of ancient time; 

‘¢And though the way be hard 

And its beauty marked and marred 

With flaws and faults that fill 
A nation’s prime, 

Turn back the years until 

These days of modern ill 

Give place to ancient power 
And righteous pride; 

Close up the petaled flower, 

Bring back its virgin hour, 

Withhold the seed-filled pod 
And harvest tide.’’ 


Still sacred be, O God, 

The paths our fathers trod: 

Forbid that we should spurn 
Whom God anoints! 

But if life is not a turn 

Like the rim about an urn 

That ever cometh back 
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To starting points, 
Nor a college running track 
Which the prancing runners pack, 
Where the finish and the start 

Are just the same; 
If the blood-springs of the heart 
Prove that life is present art 
And evolution more 

Than just a name;— 


Then not to days of yore, 
But to days that lie before, 
Into paths untrodden yet, 
Turn Thou our feet. 
The suns already set 
To-day must not regret, 
For forward flies the night 
New day to greet. 
To those haleyon mornings bright 
In some Yesterday of Light 
Conservatism turns, 
Tradition-drawn ; 
But the fire of progress burns 
In the Future’s altar-urns: 
So turn us not, O' God, 
But lead us on. 
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THE GODS OF THE HEATHEN 


The idols of the heathen are silver and gold. 
—PsauMs 134:15. 


“Tre gods of the heathen are silver and 
gold,’’— 
And the tale of man’s worship already is told. 


The heathen that live in old Peru, 
Japan, Afghanistan, 

Are just the same as I and you— 
For all bear the name of man. 


And though they bow to many gods, 
And kiss the pilgrim’s staff, 

Whene’er the priestly Moses nods 
They build their golden ealf. 


The modern man worships his ecalves—or his 
shares ; 
Yet the temples their altars retain, 
Where to nominal gods he gives nominal 
prayers— 
But his heart to the gods of gain. 


The tale of man’s worship too surely is told 
In ‘‘The gods of the heathen are silver and 
gold.”’ 
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WINDOWS 


I looked through my casement. 
—PROVERBS 7:6. 


I Ltookep through my casement, 
And lo! 

A cold north sky 

Like heavy woe 

Upon the shoulders of the world! 
‘‘Am I to blame,’’ cried I, 
‘‘Because my window faces north?”’ 


“Wait! Turn not away!’ 

A voice replied. 

““Beyond the boreal gray 
Arcturus-anchored systems ride. 
Draft your seaman’s chart to-day 
And find a star for gude.”’ 


I looked through my casement: 
The west 

Was dull with death— 

Life’s alkahest. 

Into the ears of stooping night 
I cried with fear-drawn breath 
My soul’s dissatisfied protest. 
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“Wait! Spurn not your gold!’’ 

A voice replied. 

“The birth of stars untold 

The skies of death has beautified. 
Look! And let your heart behold 
A star-filled futuretide.’’ 


I looked through my casement 

To know 

If the sun was come: 

And daylight’s glow 

Crept into the sky; and a waking beam 
Startled my sleepy eyes; and the hum 
Of life grew loud in duty’s ears. 


My slumbering soul complained, 
But a voice replied: 

“‘The east of life is stained 

With hope which sleep had crucified: 
Rise to-day with joy unfeigned— 
And eastern casements wide.’’ 


I looked through my casement: 

The south 

Was glowing with heat 

Like a furnace-mouth; 

And, shielding my eyes from the glaring sun, 
I cried, ‘‘I suffer defeat 

Because my window faces south!’’ 


PE XS 
“But wait! The noon will go,’’ 
A voice replied; 
‘“And soft wimds blow, 
Iike sweet caresses of a bride; 
And on the south horizon low 
The Southern Cross will ride.’’ 
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NIGHT-LIGHT 


Her candle goeth not out by night. 
—PROVERBS 31:18. 


Ar night 

When the light 

Of the day has fled 
And the lark 

With the dark 
Seeks her tufted bed, 


O' grant 

In the chant 

Of my sorrow-fed soul 
There may float 

Not a note 

Of the night-echo’s dole. 


Unmarred 

Let me guard 

From the winds of my woes 
The spark 

In the dark 

Where the candle light glows. 


May the gleam, 
Like a dream 
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Untainted and bright, 
Contain 

Not a stain 

Of the dusk of the night. 


If the light 

Keeps bright 

As the night comes on, 
I know 

That its glow 

Will grow into dawn. 
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THE MAGIC LENS 


In much Wisdom there is much Grief. 
—EccLESIASTES 1:18. 


Maxkn me wise,— 

Though the journey les 

Through the land of tears and grief and sighs. 
Let me not be 

Content till I see 

The whole of Truth’s immensity! 


The tears shall be tears 

Of hopes and fears 

That are shed by the seeing eyes of seers, 
For each tear that lies 

In Wisdom’s eyes 

Is a lachryma-lens that magnifies. 
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THE CLOSED DOOR 
And the door shall be shut in the street. 
—ECcCLESIASTES 12:4. 


‘‘Anp the door shall be shut in the street 
When the sound of the grinding is low.’’ 

No sound of the rabble, no rushing of feet, 
When the spirits eternal go! 

Soft through the veins of the universe creep 
The dark tide-waves of woe, 

And numb as the senses entombéd in sleep 
The mourning spirits go. 

Like the stillness that rules o’er a waveless sea 
The last long minutes shall flow, 

And closed in the street the doors shall be 
When the wheels of life run slow! 
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AN ODE TO THE BODY 


. the silver cord . . . the golden bowl. 
ae ee eer 12: 6. 


Tue body, the cell of the spirit, an earth-walled 
prison, a bond of clay .. 

And is that the burden of song that the poets 
sing? 

Then back to a wiser bard! And leave this 
dirge of decay. 

No more the ery of anemic ascetics, lamenting 
the flesh! 

But raise, 

With glowing eye and lips flushed red with the 
love of life, 

A song of delight 

In praise 

Of the garment that clothes and ornaments the 

spirit, 
In praise 
Of the carnal robe of the soul, 
In praise 
Of the body: 

For he who honors the soul should revere the 

body. 
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Will those who worship the god defile the 
temple? 

The body a bond of the soul? 

Then a silver bond, precious and beautiful! 

The soul is harnessed, not fettered, and rejoices 
in its work, 

The body a prison-house? 

Rather, earth’s marvelous receptacle of light !— 

A golden bow] brimming with the wine of life. 


Am I to know your spirit? 

Then your body must reveal it. 

Shall we sip the wine and then ignore the 
service of the cup? 

The flesh ignored may prove a prison-house 
indeed ; 

The body loved and honored may become 

The projector of the soul, 

The bringer of joy, 

The creator of friendships, 

The joint-discoverer of life. 


The wine of the soul 

Must have its cup, its golden bowl; 

The spirit, its body—if it sweetens with its 
glowing touch 

The lips of life. 
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Then sing me a song of the body 
And a song of the spirit, too, 
Ag ever together they wander 
The span of a lifetime through. 
Sing me the song of the body, 
A temple the spirit to hold, 
And sing me the song of the spirit 
Exalting its silver and gold. 
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THE HEART OF BEAUTY 


Behold, thow art fair. 
—Sone or SoLtomon 1:15. 


Brown, thou art fair! tte 
Morning smiles in your face; = 
Evening plays in your hair. = 


The sweetness of smooth hills, Py; 
Harvest-sown, 

: bes 1 
Upon your bosom lies. shang 
Your words intone Be 


The promised paradise 

When Venus spoke love to the earth. 

Your mouth is the flower of mirth 

Or the ripe rose-petals of peace; 

Your breath, the airs that bear 

The sweet incense of a prayer 

Or the winds that release 

The garden fragrances 

To sweeten life along the languorous 
wayside lanes. 

Lines of leaning lilies or aspiring 
poppy plants 

Were copied in the curve of hip and thigh. 


Behold, thou art fair! 
Morning smiles in your face; 
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Evening plays in your hair. 
But your heart, dear one, 
Is the zenith sun 

Warming my life with love 
Like purifying prayer: 
Behold, thou art far! 
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His banner over me was love. 
—Sonce or SoLoMon 2:4. 


Fine gowns I wore at his behest 

To make my charms more manifest. 
I was his jewel—not his bride: 

His banner over me was pride. 


The costly bridal veil I wore, 

Before the honeymoon was o’er 

Had scarlet turned. My heart was dust: 
His banner over me was lust. 


I heard his altar vows confessed 
And every vow has stood the test 
Of hell below and heaven above: 
His banner over me was love. 
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THE LESSON 


Neither shali they learn to war any more. 
—ISAIAH 2:4. 


"Tis peace that man must learn: 
War is an instinct. 


A wild rose though refined a thousand times 

Contains the wild rose still. From time to time 

It reasserts itself: the type reverts. 

A savage though by centuries transformed 

Remains a savage still. From time to time 

The man inhibited breaks forth in war: 

The type reverts—and instinct conquers growth. 

Yet spite of wild-rose hearts and savage moods 

A new and permanent development, 

An evoluntionary change, has come, 

Which, carried far enough (by human care, 

Or human sympathy, or human thought, 

Or strong religious zeal—or all combined) 

May make it difficult to recognize 

In earth’s new sovereign creature primal 
traits. 

In education, man-directed growth, 

‘Lie progress, hope, and wisdom—paths toward 
peace. 


War is an instinct: 
"Tis peace that man must learn. 
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SEERS 


Mine eyes have seen the king. 
—ISAIAH 6:5. 


A sBrccar stood by the palace gate 
In the cold of night; 

But not for alms did he await 
The coming light. 


For at morn with pomp of holiday 
The king rode out 

And crowds of people thronged the way 
To see and shout. 


He quite forgot the winter’s sting, 
This beggar mean, 

And cried aloud: ‘‘At last, the king 
Mine eyes have seen!’’ 


The Magi stood by the manger bed 
With gift-filled hands: 

They had followed far the light that led 
Over eastern sands. 


‘“O Child of Light, we give to Thee, 
In Thy eradle of straw, 

The tribute we owe to Thy royalty: 
For the Star we saw.”’ 
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No crowds with loud and clamorous cries 
Their plaudits bring; 

But the worshipping Magi say: ‘‘Our eyes 
Have seen the King!’’ 


While earth’s throngs wat by the highway wide 
Where the monarchs ride, 

The quest of the seer is satisfied 
At the manger side. 
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FOR THE CAUSE 


The remnant shall return. 
—Isaran 10:21. 


Tew million men march out to war 
With battle flags unfurled 

To fall in fight or in conquering might 
Sweep over the groaning world. 


Ten million men from mart and mead; 
Ten million mothers’ sons, 

To tempt raw death in the reeking breath 
Of animated guns! 


Ten million pawns—or patriots— 
Kneel to a nation’s name, 

Assume the right, rush forth to fight, 
And float the world in flame. 


Ten million men in a war-woven web! 
The spiders of death shall feed! 
But ask the world wuy these millions should 
die 
And the heart of humanity bleed. 


Ten million men—you may ask them why. 
They all will answer the same: 
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‘‘We loyally fight for defense of the right: 
The others are to blame.’’ 


Ten million men in the cause of right 
(Five million versus five) 

Hach other kill on some ‘‘Dead Man’s Hill’’— 
For death keeps the Cause alive. 


Ten million men march out to war 
But the nation’s hearth-stones yearn 

For the healing art that can solace the heart 
When the remnant shall return. 
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LUCIFER 
How art thou fallen from heaven, O Lucifer, 
son of the morning. 
—IsataAn 14:12. 


Luctrrer, Son of the Morning, 
Thou whose magnificent rays 
Of angel light 

Were tainted with a thought, 
How art thou fallen indeed! 
Second only to the One Good 
Thy fate but proves 

The universal poison of the soul 
From Saint to Satan: 

An apple on a tree, 

Power within reach— 
Temptation, fall, and doom! 


In thee I see a parable of life. 
Was then thy sin so great? 
No, not if in desire of power 
Alone it lay. That’s a seed 
Must grow in every heart, 
Sky-born or earth-conceived. 
But what could stay 

The lightning stroke of God 
When ugly-toothed rebellion 
Snarled in heaven? 
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That, that thy sin! 

Rebellion not ’gainst woe 

Or sin or suffering or wrong, 
But evil-mouthed rebellion 
’Gainst the One Eternal Good. 
God’s command is sure; 

The laws of life hold fast; 
Power that thinks to elevate itself 
At God’s expense 

Precipitates its doom 

And pales into night 

Like a falling star. 


O that a star in the dome of night 
Should malign the sun! 

And merely for Might 

Should forfeit its right 

To circle forever its orbit of light! 


O Lucifer! Son of the Morning, 
Thou whose magnificent rays 

Of angel light 

Were tainted with a thought, 
How art thou fallen indeed! 
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THE WATCHMEN 


Watchman, what of the night? 
—IsaraH 21:11. 


‘‘WatcHMAN, what of the night?”’ 
And the watchman replied, 

‘The watch is One: 

It is just begun: 

The light of the sun 

Has died.’’ 


‘“‘Watchman, what of the night?”’ 
And the watchman said, 

‘<The watch is Two, 

But a star looks through 

The shadows blue 

O’erhead.’’ 


‘¢Watchman, what of the night?’ 
And the watchman called, 

‘“‘The watch is Three: 

The pale stars flee: 

Night stands by the sea 
Appalled.’’ 
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‘‘Watchman, what of the night?’’ 
And the watchman spake, 

‘‘The watch is Four: 

And dawn breaks o’er 

Night’s eastern shore! 

Awake!’’ 
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THE VALLEY OF VISION 


For it is a day of trouble . . . im the 
valley of vision. 
—ISAIAH 22:5. 


I pweii in the Valley of Vision, 
And high on either side 
The mountains rise against the skies 
In which my stars abide,— 
The mountains of Inspiration 
From which the living streams 
Flow down to feed the valley mead 
That is sown with waiting dreams. 


I dwell in the Valley of Vision, 
And to me the stars appear 
While the far mountain height is still bathed in 
the light 
Of a saffron sunset clear. 
Though narrow may be my horizon 
In my valley, my dream-filled cup, 
The hills and the sky in unison ery, 
“‘Look up for your stars! Look up!’’ 


Yes, here is my habitation— 
Between the mountain peaks: 
For lowliness seems to be pera with 
dreams; 
And the tongue of the prophet speaks 
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From the deep, star-seeing valley, 
Where the eye looks ever up 

To a half-divine horizon line 
That rims my vision-cup. 


And the fertile fields of vision 
Lie stretched at the mountain’s base: 

The dream-fiowers bloom in the valley gloom 
With the starlight on their face: 

But of star-born flowers the fairest 
In this valley of dream-increase 

Is the flower that stands for united hands— 
The Judean flower of Peace. 


But trouble has come to my valley, 
A smoke-cloud hides the stars, 
And the only light that can thrust through the 
night 
Is the lurid light of Mars, 
For stumbling Civilization 
Unseals the crater-streams 
And a lava-bed rolls over the head 
Of my fairest flower-of-dreams! 
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OUTSOFSTHE DUST 


Awake and sing, ye that dwell in dust. 
—IsaAIAu 26:19. 


THe flowers heard the voice of God, 

As they slumbered beneath the greening sod, 
And out of their darkness burst into light 
And waved their kerchiefs green and white. 


‘“‘The dust of the earth has been our bed,’’ 
Those paragons of beauty said, 

‘‘But we heard a Voice that breathed ‘Arise!’ 
And the April rain kissed open our eyes. 


‘We lift our heads to God’s own blue 

And we sing our song of color to you, 

But we do not forget as the sun we greet 
That we owe as much to the dust at our feet.’’ 


My soul heard a Voice that called, ‘‘Arise!’’ 
And over the earth I discovered the skies. 
Out of my darkness I reached up for light 
And saluted my God with a song of delight: 


‘‘From out of the dust I rise to sing— 

From out of the dust, like a flower of spring—,’’ 
My soul eried out, ‘‘for hope is rife, 

And love has probed the heart of life.’’ 
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But I have only to hang my head 

To see that the earth is still my bed. 

So, in my song, it is only just 

To remember the debt I owe to the dust. 
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SANS PLAUDITS 


They shall run and not be weary. 
—IsarAn 40:31. 


Ir is easy to live in the limelight 
Of praise and commending applause, 
Which your unstinted force in breasting the 
course 
From the throats of the throng ever draws; 
It is easy to run nor be weary 
Mid shouts of encouragement clear— 
But the goal will be won by the man who can run 
When there’s nobody by to cheer. 


The fellow that lives in the shadow, 
And not in the star-litten track, 

The fellow that lives for the good that he gives 
And not for the good that comes back, 

Is the one in the soul of whose being 
God’s standards of greatness appear, 

For his courage and might hold firm in the fight 
Though there’s nobody by to cheer. 


In the long course of life did you falter 
When the sound of the cheering died out? 
Were you playing the game that the sound of 
your name 
Might ring in a passing shout? 
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Well, it’s pleasant to pose as a hero, 
But the deed that will prove you sincere 
Is not to be done in the glare of the sun— 
But with nobody by to cheer. 


The task that tested your mettle 
And stamped you for what you are known 
Was the workaday one that was secretly done— 
The trial you encountered alone. 
Then run—in your strength! And in running 
Shall the truth of this maxim appear: 
That the effort that paid was the one that you 
made 
With nobody by to cheer. 
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EARTH PENITENT 


The way of peace they know not. 
—Isaran 59:8. 


Await the days of vision, 
Awat the dawn of worth, 
When out of Old Tume’s ashes 
Shall rise a Phoenix-earth. 
Keep wide the eastern shutters, 
For come the dawning must 
To find the new earth-maiden 
That harlots not with lust. 


Men have lifted false trumpets 
To herald millennial peace, 

But loud in the house of the nations 
Is the noise of war’s increase. 


Earth with desire on her visage, 
Earth with despair in her heart, 

Swings her eastern shutters 
Exxpectantly apart. 


Earth at her eastern windows 
Implores the night’s surcease— 

Stained with the touches of passion 
And the lips of a harlot-peace. 
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Await the days of vision, 

Await the dawn of worth, 
When out of Old Time’s ashes 
Shall rise a Phoena-earth. 
Keep wide the eastern shutters, 
For come the dawning must 
To find the new earth-maiden 
That harlots not with lust. 
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MORTALITY 
Their worm shall not die .. . 
—ISAIAH 66:24. 


Wrruin the very core of life 
‘Decay doth bed and breed: 
Upon the roses of the heart 
The deathless worm shall feed. 


Clowns and king's leap up to laugh 
And earthward fall to rot, 

To grace the table of the worm— 
The worm that dieth not. 


Babes and men and hopes and joys, 
Since time began to dawn, 

Have gorged the waiting maw of Death, 
For the worm—the worm lives on. 


But the Sou! and God shall seance hold 
On the rim of a far-hung star, 
While Death crawls cramped in a crumbling 
world 
Where carnal corpses are. 
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THE UNSPOKEN 


Behold, I cannot speak. 
—JEREMIAH 1:6. 


On, the thousand thoughts that throng 
The vestibules of speech! 
Haunting fancies of the heart 
That linger—out of reach! 
Half-heard echoes of the call 
Of far-off phantom-birds: 
Soul concepts that travel not 
The beaten paths of words! 


Like a ship that’s scarcely seen 
In the distance gray and dim 

Ere it dips and disappears 
Beyond the ocean rim, 

Like the brief bright streak of stars 
That melt forever away 

Are the thousand thousand things — 
The things we cannot say. 


What shall I say of the dusk or dawn, 
Or the blue-domed heaven above? 
What shall I say to joy or grief 
Or gratitude or love? 
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Words for the wealth of the buttercup 
Or the sundown’s gold I seek: 

‘Dumb I stand by the lanes of life: 
Behold I cannot speak! 
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THE RED ROBIE 


Thou hast played the harlot with many lov- 
ers; yet return again to me, saith the Lord. 
—JEREMIAH 3:1. 


Tue pulpit, like a prostitute before a 
war-drugged world, 

Dabbed her cheeks with crimson paint, 

Carried on her lips the taint 

Of brutish war, 

Sold her favors for a kiss 

And stalked with unashaméd tread 

In lust-defaméd robes of red— 

A. bold adulteress. 


Her sin-begotten children thronged the 
sanctuary stairs— 

Hate and Selfishness and Pride— 

And they chattered with delight 

When the preacher spewed his spite 

Against the people Christ remembered in 
his prayers. 

And they mocked with sneering smile 

Friendship’s faithful second mile, 

To which the Sermon on the Mount alludes, 

While the freely-given cloak 

Was a poor dead dreamer’s joke— 

And they modernized the mad beatitudes! 
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Her sin-begotten children. thronged the 
sanctuary stairs: 

Hatred gave the sermon; 

Selfishness, the prayers; 

And Pride sat at the organ with a book of 
martial airs. 


She sold her favors for a kiss— 
And drank soul-poison from the lips of 
wanton War. 
PATIO VORP va Sy uy 
(O children sin-begotten! 
O sacred vows of chastity!) 
The church is the bride— 
The promised bride— 
Hor whom the Prince of Peace awaits. 


O touch the hem of His garment; 
Thy broken vows repeat; 

With tears of deep contrition 
Anowmt His precious feet; 

And hear His sweet forgiweness 
That cancels all thy shame: 

The Bridegroom still is wasting: 
His love remains the same. 
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THEY SAID 


This is a grief and I must bear tt. 
—JEREMIAH 10:19. 


THery said 

That she was dead: 

Oh, why! 

She had more cause to live than I. 


"T'was not 

That I forgot 

The truth 

That death spares not the ranks of youth. 


They wept; 

And said she slept 

As though 

She dreamed and deemed it joy to go. 


They told 

Me I might hold 

Her hand: 

But ah! —The chasm was not spanned! 


No tear, 

But only fear 

To think— 

As I felt my spirit reel and sink! 
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When they brought 

The word, I thought 

Of the crack 

That ze.gzags down the wall and back. 


And the pain 

I feel in my brain 

I learned 

When those zigzag tines of lightning burned. 


The air 

On the wings of despair 

And death 

Rushed out and about and tugged at my breath. 


My eye 

Was aching-dry: 

And my grief, 

They thought, was bravely borne—and brief. 


They said, 

‘‘She has gone ahead; 

And this, 

Your thorn, is her rose of heavenly bliss.’’ 


But I wince 

At the thorn ever since,— 

At the thorn 

That grows on the grave where my grief was 
born. 
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A knell 

Is the voice of Hell: 

Why say 

It is the matin hour of day? 


They said 

That she was dead: 

Life’s walls 

Stretched round like gray and waiting palls. 


They said 
And the words were lead 

That lay 

With crushing weight on the heart of day. 


And yet, 

Though the day is set, 

There’s a light 

That steals through the empty starless night: 


A gleam, 

Like a tear in a dream, 

From afar: 

And Hope and Love await a Morning Star. 
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THE DAY’S RETURNS 


Bring your sacrijices every morning. 
—AMOS 4:4. 


Mornine’s awake; her altars flame 
With the fires of God in the east: 

She awaits the gifts that the earth shall bring, 
The gifts of the greatest—and least. 


The fires are fed by sacrifice, 
Those altar fires of light, 

As dawn drinks up from her canopy-cup 
The stars, the gifts of the night. 


Then lay your hearts on the altars of day, 
Dawn-flushed in its morning’s prime: 

And gather the gold that shall fall, refined, 
From the skies of sunset time. 
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SCARLET DYE 


The valiant men are dyed scarlet. 
—NAHUM 2:3. 


Tur battle fields of earth 
With sacred life are red, 

And the hands of war are stained 
By the hearts of a million dead. 


The warrior’s weapons drip 
With the blood he revels in, 
And Valor’s martial robe 
Is of scarlet—the color of sin. 
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THE ANGEL 


The Lord is in His holy temple: let all 
the earth keep silence before Him. 
—HABAKKUK 2:20. 


Sttence stands guard over speech 
Where yearning gothic arches reach 
Their claspéd hands toward heaven 
In prayer. 
No words are spoken—naught 
Save softest-sandaled sprites of thought 
That tread the aisles of speech; 
And where— 
Like curtains spun from threads 
Of golden light about the heads 
Of chapel-window saints— 
The air, 
Embroidered with somber shapes, 
About the holy altar drapes, 
A wingéd angel stands,— 
So fair 
That Silence shouts All Hail! 
And all the hooded saints unveil— 
O earth, forget thy night’s 
Despair! 
But doubting earth stands by 
And strains a dull myopic eye, 
Beholding not the angel 
There. 
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THE DEAD PAST 


That that dieth, let it die. 
—ZECHARIAH 11:9. 


‘‘Tuat that dieth, let it die,’’ 
Pausing not to question why. 
All the present here doth le, 
Waiting but to pass thee by. 
Future years the best must hold. 
Seal the vault: the past is told. 
Present time is current gold: 
Find the joy of growing old! 


‘“‘That that dieth, let it die.’’ 

On thy living hopes rely. 

To the tomb turn not thine eye: 

It can bring thee but a sigh. 

Down the way of years they wend,— 
Passing hope and parting friend. 
All unto the past must lend: 

Every present has its end. 


‘That that dieth, let it die.’’ 
Lips of death do not reply 

To thy ever urgent cry, 

To thy Wherefore and thy Why. 
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Seek the future. Challenge God. 
Turn thy feet, with courage shod, 
’Cross the winter wastes untrod: 
Spring awaits beneath the sod! 


‘That that dieth, let it die.’’ 

Life is truth and death a lie. 

Autumn flowers can desery 

Beyond the snows a vernal sky. 
Present dreams are future joy 
(Save the dreams that years destroy) ; 
Life doth cwrrent coin employ: 

The past alone is Time’s alloy. 
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VISION AND RE-VISION 


In that day the prophets shall be ashamed 
everyone of his vision. 
—ZECHARIAH 13:4. 


My dream-star wheels in a path of fire 
And spins in growing cycles 

Till it cireumscribes the soul’s desire 
With a radius of greatness. 


The earth-bound soul the center marks; 
The heart is the heart of the circle; 

And God sweeps round the widening ares 
With star-tipped compass-pencil. 


The rose-masked morning I discern 
Beyond the hills of vision: 

But its everlasting beacons burn 
Just past the soul’s horizon. 


Those lights of life I yet shall see 
Through the glass of Time’s correction; 
And the prophet ashamed of his dream shall be 
In the day of the soul’s perfection. 
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HAIL! 


Unto you . . . shall the sun of righteous- 
ness arise with healing in his wings. 
—MALAcHlI 4:2. 


A pinion of light 
All rose-and-white 
From the wings of the early sun 
Shoots over the gardens of earth, that grew 
Blood-red, in the night, from the drench of the 
dew. 
Oh! Hail to the morning sun! 


That death-poisoned dew 

The mad earth drew 

From the heart of a sin-cursed night 

In a brainless revel of sensual lust 

That withered the heart of the world to dust. 
Oh! Hail to the morning light! 


The wings of dawn 
Spread wide upon 
The sinewy shoulders of day, 
And from off their gold and silver tips 
The heavenly oil of healing drips. 
Oh! Hail to the coming day! 
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Old earth revives 

As new time drives 

Out on the roads of dawn: 

The poison dew drips from the red-petaled 
flower ; 

The world’s withered heart feels a new throb 
of power. 

Oh! Hail to the growing dawn! 


Morning at last! 

The night is past, 

Eternal day is born! 

Never again shall the shadows weave 

The dark-spun veils of another eve. 
Oh! Hail to the lasting morn! 


Oh! The dream runs true, 
And the promise, too, 
Of the sun of righteousness, 
But the dream and the promise are old as the 
tale 
Of sun-seeking hearts who are waiting to hail 
The dawn of righteousness! 
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THE LORD’S PRAYHER— 


WitH INTERPRETATIONS. 


Our Father, who art in heaven— 
Brothers, acknowledged, we 

With brother-hearts of hatred 
Pronounce a prayer to Thee. 


Hallowed be Thy name— 
The earth prolongs the sound— 
And stands uncovered on the sod 
Of storied battle-ground. 


Thy kingdom come: The seed— 
The mustard seed we sow: 
Red, in the gardens of our heart, 

. The passion-poppies grow. 


Thy will be done—Thy will! 
But ever earth cries out: 

‘‘My will be done’’—and still ‘‘My will’”’ 
Comes back the answering shout. 


On earth as it is in heaven— 
O sacred diadem! 

The angels march in armed review 
Before Jerusalem. 
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Give us our daily bread— 
The bread Thy dear hands broke: 
The earning sweat upon our brows 
Is grimed with battle smoke. 


Forgive us our transgressions 
As we forgive—as we . 

Then wholly God-forgiven 
The world shall never be. 


Lead us not mto temptation— 
Arrayed in peace-disguise, 
The path of civilization 
We walk with arméd thighs. 


Delwer us from evil— 
Deliver us, O God— 

But the knee of supplication 
Rests on bloody sod! 


For Thine is the kingdom and power 
And glory forever—But loud 
Rises the mélée of power 
Under a war-dark cloud! 
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